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these two are, both the violinist and the pianist, and
they are prepared to play you anything. On festive
nights (there is one to-night, in the Casino, that is,
the room at the end with the six Chinese lanterns),
they sing choruses too, very Viennese, I imagine,
though unfortunately I can never understand the
words. I am dying to know why everybody laughs at
the chorus that begins "Auf Wiedersehen, Frau
Doktor."

When we are not eating, drinking, or sleeping, we
spend most of our time in this hotel greeting one
another. Germany, as we all know, is a country in
which everybody greets everybody else; and even
among the Germans, these Bavarians are notorious
greeters; and I imagine that this Bad must be the
most famous greeting place in Bavaria. No better
punishment for one of those very stiff and exclusive
Englishmen could be devised than six months as
assistant manager or head waiter in this hotel. He
would discover to his horror that not only had he to
say Good morning to all the guests when they first
appeared, but that he had to keep on saying things to
them every time he saw them. The rule here is, Never
pass a guest without saying something. You must
smile, and then say Good morning, Good evening,
Good night, Good Appetite, God Bless You, To Our
Next Seeing, Thank You, Please, Thank You Beauti-
fully, Please Very Much.

The manager, a very busv little man who runs
perpetually from room to room, cannot hold his head